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Next week in 



he school governing board had planned for five 
!;;! years to build an Olympic-sized swimming pool 
for the students at Marshall Secondary School. 

T Everyone was excited when the excavation actually 
naassl began. A crowd of pupils and teachers stood 
nearby to watch the huge earth-moving machine as it took 
bite after tremendous bite out of the grassy soil. 

After a while the spectators drifted away. Few were left 
when the small hole in the ground was uncovered, and no 
one noticed the dark oily shadow that oozed from the freshlv 
opened hollow. The shadow soon blended with the shade 
under the trees on a nearby residential street. If anyone had 
seen it, they would have sensed that it was evil. 
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“Settle down, Lady!” Paul called from 
the study to his frantically barking dog 
outside. Lady took no notice and 
continued to yelp and howl at the tabby 
cat she had chased up a tree in the 
garden. Feigning indifference, the cat 
turned and began to tread gracefully 
along the branch. Suddenly it arched its 
back, laid its ears flat against its head, and 
hissed. There was something - something 
dark - among the leaves of the tree. 



Lady sensed it, too, and she began to 
whimper. As the cat exposed its sharp 
daws and slashed at whatever was 
threatening from the shadows, Lady 
scurried away with her tail between her 
legs, heading for the safety of the house. 

“What’s wrong, girl?” Paul asked his 
trembling pet as he opened the back door 
to let her in. She scurried past him into the 
house and crept under the desk, where 
Paul had been doing his homework. 

“It looks like something gave her a 
scare," Paul's dad said, walking into the 
study. “I’m sure she’ll be OK." He started 
to walk out of the room, then remembered 
why he had tome in. “Hey, son, 1 need a 



hand trimming the tree branches away 
from the side of the house, and re-stacking 
those crates of books in the cellar. The way 
they’re stacked now, I’m afraid they could 
fall and hurt somebody.” 

Paul closed his maths book. “Sure, 
Dad,” he answered. I could do with a break 
from homework.” 

Moments later, Paul was standing outside 
holding the end of a heavy rope that was 
tied around a thick tree branch. “When you 
feel the branch start to drop, give the rope a 
good tug so that it falls clear of the 
house,” his father instructed from his 
perch at the top of the ladder. 

“OK,” Paul said. His father 
steadied the saw and began to 
slice into the branch. 

Suddenly a screeching, 
yowling cat leaped at his dad 
from the dense foliage of the 
tree. Its jet-black, oddly 
luminous eyes glittered wildly 
as it scratched ferociously at 
him. With a yelp of surprise, 
Paul’s father teetered back and 
used the saw to fend off the hysterical 
creature. Grabbing the branch, he barely 
managed to keep his balance from on top 
of the ladder. 

The blow from the saw sent the cat 
sailing to the ground. It landed with a 
thud. Paul rushed to the unconscious 
animal and ran his hand over its fur. 

“This is Pixie,” he declared in 
astonishment. “She’s Mrs Kreska’s cat. I 
can’t believe it. She’s usually so sweet. And 
did you see her eyes?” 

“I can’t believe a cat would fall like 
that,” Paul's dad said when he reached 
the ground. “Cats always land on their 
feet, especially from such a short distance.” 






He bent down and felt the animal’s 
stomach. “She’s still breathing. I think she 
just got knocked out. But there is 
something strange about all this. Let’s go 
inside and call Mrs Kreska to come over 
and get Pixie. She’ll be OK out here for a 
few minutes.” 

As Paul and his dad walked away, a dark 
shadow seemed to drain away from the 
stunned animal and form a slick-looking 
pool on the ground. For a moment it 
remained still. Then it began to flow once 
again - towards the house. It slipped 
soundlessly into the small vent at the base 
of the chimney. 



aul told his brother, Jeremy what 
w* I had happened. “She just jumped 
"I at Dad out of nowhere like she 
wanted to rip him apart,” he said. 

“That is weird,” Jeremy replied. “Maybe 
she’d eaten something that made her sick,” 
he suggested. Then he turned up his lips 
in a slight smile. “Speaking of eating, Mum 
said it was OK if we had a couple of hot 
dogs for dinner tonight, and she said 
we could roast them over the fire. 

We could even have marshmallow's 
for dessert. How does that sound 
to you?” 

“Great!” Paul answered with a 
smile. “We can pretend we’re 
camping out.” 

Paul looked forward to every 
other Saturday night. That was 
when his parents went out for the 
evening, and the two boys got to 
spend some lime alone 
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watching TV or playing computer game 
It was always fun. The brothers were ve 
close, and Paul really looked up to Jeremy 

“You go and get the hot dogs and 
skewers,” Jeremy instructed. “I’ll get the 
fire ready. I have to sweep out the ashes 
and set up the wood.” 

Paul ran off to the kitchen to get the 
food while Jeremy pushed aside the screen 
and reached inside the fireplace. Feeling 
around, he found the small lever that 
opened the flue and pushed it. As the 
metal cover opened with a squeal, 
something shadowy slithered across the 
smoke-darkened bricks of the fireplace 
and quickly covered Jeremy’s hand like a 
dark evil stain. 

“What in the world...?” Jeremy 
withdrew his hand and rubbed it w ith the 
end of his T-shirt, but it didn't do any 
good. He rubbed harder, and the stain 
darkened. In the dim light it even seemed 
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to glow slightly. Then it began to seep 
into the startled bov’s skin. 

Scrambling to his feet, Jeremy rushed 
to the bathroom and turned on the hot 
water tap full blast. Something very bizarre 
was happening to him. He couldn’t seem 
to focus his eyes, and he felt as if 
something within his own body was 
squeezing him - wrapping itself around his 
mind like a predatory snake choking its 
helpless prey. 

The steaming water was hot enough 
to scald him, but he plunged his hands 
under the stream, lathered them, and 
scrubbed hysterically. 

“Paul!” he screamed. “Help me!” A dark 
veil began to form over his eyes. The soap 
slipped into the sink, and Jeremy grabbed 
his head in his hands. “Stop it! It hurts!” 
he shrieked, “It hurts!” 



“Jeremy - w-what on Earth is wrong with 
you?” Paul stammered. 

But the thing that stood before him 
didn’t answer. Instead, it uttered a low, 
gurgling growl and took a clumsy step 
towards him. It lifted the glinting scissors 
high above its head. Paul backed away. 

“Jeremy, this isn’t funny. You’re really 
scaring me.” All at once, the thing bared its 
teeth and brought the scissors down in a 
deadly arc. Paul didn’t hesitate. He darted 
from the bathroom and up the stairs, while 
the creature lumbered after him, snarling. 
Terrified, Paul made it to his room, 
slammed the door, and locked it. Behind 
him he heard the scissors stab deeply into 
the wood and snap. 

Paul looked desperately from side to 
side for some sort of weapon. Then he 
decided it would be better to try to 
escape. This was crazy. That was 
his brother out there. 



■ aul dropped everything, raced 
down the hall, and threw open 
I the bathroom door. His brother 
was leaning over the sink. 

“Jeremy?” Paul cried. “What’s the 
matter?" But there was no answer from 
his older brother. For a moment Jeremy 
didn’t move. He just stood there 
taking deep, raspy breaths. Then, 
slowly, he turned to face Paul. 

In his hand he held a sharp 
pair of scissors, but that wasn’t 
what made Paul’s pulse quicken. It v 
Jeremy’s eyes. They were 
black and luminous, like polished 
eres of marble. And they were 
aul - i hey didn't look human. 





What was the 
matter with him? Why 
was he...? Then he 
remembered the cat... 
and its strange, dark eyes. 

He remembered how it 
had attacked his father, as 
if it had wanted to rip 
him to shreds. 

“Why are you doing 
this, Jeremy?” he moaned 
softly. Paul didn’t know 
what was happening, but he 
did know that he - and his brother - 
needed help. 

Paul bolted to his window and pushed it 
open, even though he was already certain 
there was no easy escape there. His room 
was on the second floor and there was 
nothing to climb down on to. Once again 
he frantically looked around. Then, with 
shaking hands, he pulled the sheets from 
his bed. 

“I can knot these together,” he assured 
himself. “If I can just get next door to the 
Blakely house, I can...” He held his breath 
and listened. There was a metallic scraping 
noise at the door. 

“It’s got a key!” Paul gasped. Whatever 
was outside the door obviously knew 
the things that Jeremy knew - including 
where the ring of spare keys was kept. 
Now it was trying each key - one by one. 
Paul heard the sound of the correct key 
finally slipping awkwardly into the 
lock and slowly turning. 

He dived under his bed as the door 
flung open and hit the wall with a loud 
bang. Paul barely breathed as he 
watched the thing step into the room. 
It shuffled slowly to the open window 
and looked out. 



yapping in the garden below. 

“That’s it, girl. Keep his attention,” Paul 
said to himself, realising that the monster 
would eventually find him if he staved 
where he was. He had to try to get out. 



aul’s heart beat madly as he crept 
out from his hiding place, only a 
few steps away from the terrible 
thing that had once been his 
brother. In slow motion he rose to his 
knees, then to his feet, and backed 
slowly - ever so slowly - towards the 
open door. He was shaking badly. 

“Just another second,” he thought as 
he eased through the door. But as he 
stepped on to the wooden floor in the 
hallway, a single board creaked slightly 
under his weight. The thing at the 
window whirled around, and once again 
Paul stared into those horrible empty ev es. 

In a flash, the creature lunged at 
him, and Paul took off. He had to make 
it down the stairs and to the front door. 
But at the bottom step, he felt hiinscll 
lose his balance. Topplin 
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fell hard on the landing. The thing leaped 
down at him, but Paul managed to roll out 
of the way. The monster that was Jeremy 
jumped to its feet and snarled. 

It had blocked his only escape to the 
outside. Paul made a move to one side. If 
he could just get to the kitchen, maybe he 
could - but the thing seemed to have 
guessed what he was planning. It took one 
step towards him, then another. 

Thinking frantically, Paul realised that 
his only choice was the cellar behind him. 
He barged through the doorway and 
quickly locked himself in. Standing on the 
top step, he leaned against the wall, 
gasping for breath. 

Outside, the creature repeatedly threw 
its weight against the door, then abruptly 
stopped. Everything became quiet. Once 
again Paul heard the sound of a key being 
tried in the lock... then another. He had 
only a minute before the being, whatever 
it was, would open the door. 

“What am I going to do?” he groaned 
under his breath. There was nowhere else 
to go. The only w'indow in the cellar was 
barred from the outside. It would only 
take seconds for the monster to find the 
right key. Paul looked around in panic. 
Then he saw something at the bottom of 
the stairs. 

“The crates of books!” he whispered. 
They were stacked in three tall, unsteady 
columns. 

A moment later the door to the cellar 
swung open, and the thing in Jeremy’s 
body stood silhouetted in the light from 
the entrance hall. Slowly it moved down 
to the first of a dozen steps. In his hiding 
place behind the stack of crates, Paul 
counted each step under his breath... 
“One, two, three, four.” He was so scared 
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that he barely allowed himself to 
breathe... “Five, six, seven, eight. Not 
yet... nine, ten. Not yet... eleven, twelve.” 
“NOW!” his senses screamed, and he 
pushed outwards with all his might. The 
stack of heavy wooden crates tipped and 
went careening down. The thing let out a 
single horrible cry, then lay still on the 
floor under a jumble of books and 
splintered wood. 

Quickly Paul cleared a way through the 
rubble as best he could and dragged 
free the limp body of what had 
once been his brother. 



Jeremy’s face was bleeding from a small 
cut, and there was a large bump 
developing on his head, but he was 
breathing regularly. Paul grabbed a coil of 
sturdy rope from a hook on the wall and 
began to tie his unconscious brother’s 
hands and feet securely. 

“I’m sorry I have to do this, Jeremy,” he 
said in a choked voice. “I don’t know 
w'hat’s happening here. But I’m going to 
get you some help. I just don’t w'ant you to 
get loose until I do.” He sat back and 
mopped the sweat from his forehead. 
“Mum and Dad should be home soon and 
they’ll know what to do. Hang in there, 
Jeremy. Hang in there.” 






H n the darkened cellar, Paul didn't 
see the oily evil shadow ooze 
from Jeremy’s body and slip 
towards him. 

Some time later, Paul’s mother and 
father arrived home. Paul was waiting for 
them at the front door. 

“Paul?” his dad asked. “What ate you 
doing up? I thought you’d be asleep by 
now. Where’s Jeremy? Paul, are you all 
right?... Paul?” 

Clutching the scissors behind its back, 
the creature that had been Paul said 
nothing. He simply raised his head and 
stared at them with his black 
luminous eyes. 
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Back to British Columbia 
for more bizarre beasts, 
gruesome tales and 
friendly ghosts... 



UFO Puts On a Show 



Street life on 29th Avenue, Vancouver took on a 
in 1996 when a UFO came to 



■ new meaning 

I town. According to reports, the large square- 

r tailed object waited for the evening rush hour to 

get people’s full attention. Then, it swooped 
down and performed aerial acrobatics, while 
changing shape and colour at the same time! One 
l of the witnesses said she woke up the next day 
f with sunburn, even though it had been snowing 
.outside! Things got spookier when she went for a 
m walk and spotted two small pensioners with 

■ trainers on, pointed ears and glassy eyes, who 
I told her telepathically, ‘You saw it and you know 

it’s real now!’ before they disappeared! 



Frog Features! 



Two boys enjoying a day at the 
beach could not believe their 
eyes when a giant reptile man 
emerged from the water - and 
made a beeline towards them! 
The 1.5m tall creature (which 
looked like this drawing) strode 
out of Thetis Lake on its hind 
legs and flipper-like feet, they 
said. It was covered in silvery 
scales, had a frog-like face, 
huge eyes, large pointed ears 
and strange objects sticking out 
of its head! Needless to say, 
when the boys saw it heading 
for them in August 1972, they 
ran for their lives! 



A CUT ABOVE THE REST 

Canadian lumberjacks must be the bravest 
in the land, if this gory tale is true. One 
was sawing off branches on a treetop when 
he sliced himself in half with his chain saw! 

Luckily, his spinal cord remained intact. 
Using a belt, he swung down the tree but 
when he got to the bottom, his mate 
promptly collapsed at the sight of him! The 
lumberjack managed to phone for help 
and he even tried to revive his mate! He 
was rescued soon afterwards, sewn 
together and made a miraculous recovery! 
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The Helpful Hospital Ghost 



A young patient who died of severe burns at Vancouver 
General Hospital in 1975 stuck around after his death to 
play doctor. He helped comfort patients throughout the 
night, turned on their radios, flushed toilets, and pressed 
‘help’ buttons for them, reports said! The nurses couldn’t 
understand who the patients were raving on about until 
he started helping them on their rounds! It was then that 
they realised this ‘ghost doctor’ was the spitting image of 

1 the burns victim, their bravest 

g ever patient! He had suffered 
, terrible burns after a fire in 

I Vancouver (left) and died three 
I months later. This must have 
■ been his way of saying thank 
1 you to those who helped him! 



Hunchback of the Sea 



A snorting, rocky-faced, twin-humped sea monster 
was spotted by students on Vancouver Island (above 
right), in July 1997. The 6m-long beast surfaced twice 
before disappearing into the 

depths of the Pacific Ocean. i 

Experts claimed it was a member 
of the Cadborosaurus. one of the E 

last living dinosaurs. In the 1930s, 

a carcass of the Cadborosaurus 
(right) was found nearby. So, look 
| out islanders - there could be a 

family of sea monsters about! iBSSBB 





7 He walked 
over to the 
deer and placed 
his gun between 
its giant antlers. 



6 Chad got out his 
camera to capture 
the big moment. 



8 Then, he put on his best 
pose and waited 
for the timer J 

to click. 



The Hopeless Hunter . 1 



A friend of a friend went big game hunting 
in British Columbia... 



I Chad reckoned he was a 
pretty good shot and his 
lifelong dream was to go 
deer hunting in Canada. 



3 Chad couldn't 
seem to get 
his eye in. 4B 



2 So, one weekend, he 
packed his rucksack, 
picked up a game licence 
and headed into the bush, 



9 But, to the hunter's horror, the deer 
jumped up and bolted back into the 
bush - with his gun resting on hs antlers! 



4 rNChad had got so excited when the deer went down, 
I V/he hadn't realised he had missed it altogether and 
shot down a branch on top of its head - knocking it out! 



<| 4 Mortified 
I I that he had 
missed such an 
easy target, he 
gave up game 
hunting for good. 



4 But then a deer came into 
close range. Surely, Chad 
couldn't miss? 



5 He took aim and fired. 

Bull's-eye! The deer 
crashed to the ground. 









Special Investi gation File: 40 



Subject: the appearance, of.a. father’s 

‘ghost* to his son 

Place: Lake Eyre, Australia 



Sp ineChjUeE_creates a file 
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* 935 ' Malcolm Camp be Ube ^ Water ' In 
Person to drive at m L me *e first 

^a£.^3ttr' 

did not pu t off M al j ‘‘ mes - But the danger 
Malcolm died i„ , 949" ; SO "’ Donald. After 
speed record himself. WK^d ^ the hint 
, et J eene experience Jr d °' ng So ’ he had 
■ ’ 6eJ ’ tJle ghost of his dea J ^ beh 'nd the 
In front of him. dead fa ther appeal 



JOURNAL OF A JINX 

There were rumours that Donald Campbell was jinxed 
because he suffered so many setbacks. Here are a few: 

1900 

At Bonneville, Campbell accelerated ‘Bluebird’ so hard it 
left the ground. He survived the following crash - the 
fastest ever in a car - but ‘Bluebird’ was destroyed. 

1903 

When Campbell arrived in Australia for another record 
attempt, the weather changed. The chosen site, Lake 
Eyre, turned from salt lake to swamp almost overnight. 

1903 

Back at Bonneville Salt Flats, American Craig Breedlove 
broke the land speed record. The new record - more 
than 407mph - was not officially recognised, but its 
achievement put more pressure on Campbell. 

1904 

Bad weather returned to Lake Eyre. Then rumours 
spread that Campbell’s 1960 crash had made him 
mentally and physically unable to go for the record. 

But he passed the medical that he was forced to take. 




Evidence no:™- 
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July 18, 1964 

SPEED SPOOK 

Donald Campbell claimed 
he saw the ghost of his 
dead father staring at him 
through the windscreen - 
minutes before he broke 
his world land speed record. 
Campbell was about to 
k-make his second run across 
the desert in Lake Eyre, 
Australia, when the ghost 
allegedly appeared. 

Campbell said he was 
sitting in the cockpit 
rigid with fear when his 
father smiled at him and 
said, “It will be all right, 
boy”. His father told him that 
he had been as worried after 
his first run at Utah when 
his car caught fire, but that 
he had gone on to clinch the 
record. 

After an anxious first 
run, when Campbell 
struggled to keep control of 
his car, he said the 
apparition gave him the 
courage to go for the all- 
important second run. 

Donald’s world land 
speed record stands at 
403.1mph. 
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Evidence no: 40/5 

Donald Campbell speeds 
across Coniston Water, 
where he later died 



MMWHMV* 



’bifid' 












9°°d t, 



J 

CONCLUSION 

No one knows if Donald broke the land speed record 
thanks to the appearance of his dead father’s ghost. 
But helped or not, he would have to go much faster 
- more than 766mph in fact - to be a record-breaker 
today! Donald Campbell died on January' 4, 1967, 
while attempting a world record on Coniston Water. 
Divers never found his body, but pulled his lucky 
mascot - his teddy, Mr Woppit - from the lake! 
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Chapter 3 




D own, steadily down, the pendulum 
crept. I took a frenzied pleasure in 
seeing how fast it swung from side to 
side and yet how slowly it descended. It 
moved with the stealth of a tiger. 

Down and relentlessly down! The sharp 
blade now vibrated within inches of my 
chest. I struggled violently, furiously, to free 
my left arm enough to grab the pendulum, 
hoping I could stop its dauntin g movement. 
But I could not free my arm further. I 
remained tightly bound. 
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Down, still inevitably down! I gasped for 
breath with every sweep. My eyes followed 
the pendulum’s journey with utter despair. I 
had one hope - hope even whispers to 
people lying in dungeons who are facing 
death from the evil Inquisition. It was that 
the pendulum would be lowered in one 
mighty, rapid movement and that I would 
be granted a quick end. 

But the pendulum still descended at a 
snail’s pace towards my trapped body. I 
could see that only ten, maybe a dozen, 
more sweeps would be required for the 
razor to make contact with my robe. My 
hope of a quick death passed and a calm 
descended over me. There was absolutely 
nothing that I could do. It was inevitable. 
But then, for the first time in days, perhaps 
even weeks, I began to think clearly about 
the possibility of escape. 



I t occurred to me that the bandage-like 
strap around me was all that tied me 
to the frame underneath. Perhaps the 
first strokes of the razor would slice through 
it enough for me to free my left hand. 
Perhaps, then, I would be able to unwind 
the remaining strands and escape. But no! 
Surely my torturers or their minions would 
have foreseen this. They would be watching 
for such a move. I tilted my head up to look 
along my body. The straps completely 
bound me, going right across my chest 
where the pendulum would cut first. 





I had just dropped my head back in 
ang uish when an idea flashed through my 
mind. It was half-formed and scarcely sane. 

For many hours, as the pendulum swung, 
rats had scurried around my cell. I had 
become familiar with their menace and 
their wild, ravenous eyes. But they, too, had 
become familiar with me. They grew bolder 
and no longer feared my left hand waving 
backwards and forwards. Over time, they 
had devoured almost all that remained of 
my meal, frequently fastening their fangs 
on my numb fingers. Their hunger and 
sharp teeth became the basis of my escape 
plan. Weak and barely sane though I was, I 
attempted to put it into action. 

With the small amount of meat and spicy 
oil still on the dish, I rubbed as much of the 
bandage tying me as I was able to reach. I 
then lay still and waited. At first, the vermin 
seemed startled by my lack of movement. 

For a moment, they shrank back and some 
returned to the pit. Then two of the boldest 
moved towards the frame and leaped on to 
my body, sniffing at my bonds. Finally, they 
signalled to the others to charge. ^ 



Legions of hungry rats hurried over, 
jumping on to the frame and crawling all 
over my body. By some sixth sense, they 
managed to avoid the pendulum’s lethal 
swing as they pressed and swarmed upon 
me. They writhed upon my throat, stifling 
me. Their cold lips pressed against mine. 
Disgust beyond all reason filled me to the 
brim and chilled my heart. Yet, if I could 
only hold out for a minute, the struggle 
might be over. I could already feel the ties 
beginning to loosen. With superhuman 
effort, I continued to lie still. 



M y effort was not in vain. Eventually, 
the bands that had tied me hung 
in shreds. In one more moment, I 
would be free. But the end of the pendulum 
was now pressing upon my chest. Soon it 
had divided the robe that I wore. Twice 
again it swung, breaking my skin. Sharp 
pain shot through every nerve of my body. 
But the moment of escape had arrived. I 
slid sideways off the wooden frame to safety. 

Underlined words are explained in WORD POWER. 












